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audience for me. In a few days I was notified that I might
present myself to the Pope. I went to Monte-Cavallo, and
was taken straight to the room where his Holiness was. He
was alone, I prostrated myself and kissed the cross on his
slipper. The Holy Father asked me who I was, and when I
told k'm my name, he said he had heard of me. He congratu-
lated me on being protected by such an important cardinal
as Acquaviva, and questioned me as to my adventures; he
laughed heartily when I told him about the poor good
Bishop of Martorano. I felt perfectly at ease with him, and
told him many things which amused him so much that he
was pleased to say he should always be glad to see me. I
asked his permission to read all the forbidden books, and he
accorded it to me, promising that he would send it me in
writing, which he forgot to do.
Benedict the Fourteenth * was amiable, and loved a joke.
I saw him a second time at the Villa Medicis. He called me
to him, and while walking about, spoke to me of many
things of no importance. I asked him to dispense me from
abstinence, which he did, at the same time giving me a
special benediction. Having had the good luck to write some
verses that pleased the Cardinal S. C., I became a frequent
visitor at his palace and he gave me a superb snuffbox in
gold enamel, and several other costly presents. My friends,
seeing that I had gained such protectors, predicted the high-
est fortunes for me. In a short time my position in Rome
became truly brilliant, but I was not destined to enjoy it
long. One morning, it was Christmas Day, I remember, a
friend of mine, a young doctor, came into my room, and
flinging himself on the couch told me he had come to bid
me farewell, but that, before parting from me for ever, he
wished me to give him one last piece of advice. He drew a
letter from his pocket and told me to read it. It was from
his mistress, a young girl of good family, whose father was
1 Benedict XIV. was of so mild and conciliatory a disposition
that his bitterest enemies were forced to admire and respect him.
Voltaire condescended to dedicate to him his tragedy of Mahomet.

